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Ut coeunt rursus, puppis quas dividit, undse.
Canticulse interea narraverat argumentum
Aitera Sirenum, infidi perjuria nautse,
Deceptatnque dolo nympharn; turn flebile carmen
Fiebilibus movit numeris, quos altera versu
Alterno excepit: patulis stant rictibus ornnes :
Dextram Ille acclinat, Isevam ille attentius aurem,
Prornissum carmen captare paratus hiatu.
Longa referre mora est, animum qua vicerit arte
Vzrglneum juvenis.    Jam poscunt undique chartas
Protenss emptorum dextrse, quas ilia vel ilia
Distribuit, crv.tatqi:e simul: neque ferreus iste
Est usquarr. auditor, dulcis cui lene camasna
Non adhibet tormentum, et furtivum elicit assem.
Stat medios inter baculoque innititur Irus;
Nee tamen hie loculo parcit, sed prodigus seris
Ernptor adest, solvit pretium, carmenque requirit.
Fors juxta adstabat vetula iracundior sequo;
Quas loculo ex imo invitum, longumque latentem
iSepromens vix tandem obolum, Cedo, foemina, chartam,
Inquit; ut aaternum monumentum in pariete figam,
Cum laribus mansurum ipsis, quam credula nymphis
Pectora sint; fraudis quam plena, et perfida nautis.

Where seven fair Streets to one tall Columnl draw,

Two Nymphs have ta'en their stand, in hats of straw;

Their yellower necks huge beads of amber grace,

And by their trade they're of the Sirens' race.

With cloak loose-pinn'd on each, that has been red,

But long with dust and dirt discoloured

Belies its hue ; in mud behind, before,

From heel to middle leg becrusted o'er.

One a small infant at the breast does bear ;

And one in her right hand her tuneful ware,

Which she would vend.    Their station scarce is taken,

When youths and maids flock round.    His stall forsaken,

Forth comes a Son of Crispin, leathern-capt,

Prepared to buy a ballad, if one apt

To move his fancy offers.    Crispin's sons

Have, from uncounted time, with ale and buns

Cherish'd the gift of Song, which sorrow quells;

And, working single in their low-rooft cells,

Oft at the tedium of a winter's night

With anthems warbled in the Muses' spight.

Who now hath caught the alarm ?    The Servant Maid

Hath heard a buzz at distance ; and, afraid

To miss a note, with elbows red comes out.

Leaving his forge to cool, Pyracmon stout

Thrusts in his unwash'd visage.   He stands by,

Who the hard trade of Porterage does ply

With stooping shoulders.    What cares he ? he sees

The assembled ring, nor heeds his tottering knees,

But pricks his ears up with the hopes of song.

So, while the Bard of Rhodope his wrong

Bewail'd to Proserpine on Thracian strings,

The tasks of gloomy Orcus lost their stings,

And stone-vext Sysiphus forgets his load.

Hither and thither from the sevenfold road

1 Seven Dials.